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FEVER 
By T* Wentworth Jones 
44A he-man "climbs 
the Campanile 
E WAS Bill Chaptman, the Big Bill whose forward passes 
were headline stuff; about whose undulating hips State 
had pinned its faith and football colors—and had seen them 
both smash through to a conference championship. 
From September till January he booted pig-skins; from Janu-
ary till March he dribbled like a madman and made impossible 
field goals. And when he lay back to contemplate his efforts, 
State was once more a shining light in the world of sport—and 
Big Bill was the oil, wick and flame! 
It was just after the close of the basketball season that some 
bright person conceived the idea of an extra-hot party—just to 
honor Bill. And the party was duly "thrown," the dates gin-
gerly escorted home, and the drunks hung out on the line to air! 
UT complications set in. Somehow, Bill got wet—soaked, 
with real water. They couldn't figure it out; he swore 
there'd been a moon! Perhaps he'd ferreted out some forgotten, 
unmelted patch of snow under a hill side—anyway, he was far 
from dry. 
But he was still Big Bill. He was going to sleep in his clothes, 
and no damn son of a so-and-so would stop him. And they didn't. 
They were all still a little in awe of the man who had run 
twenty yards for a touch-down with five Green men on each 
leg. To them he was a power—to Mother Nature he was just 
another sap! And with five other saps he sat stiffly in the 
straight back chair at State's hospital clinic the next day. 
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Fool idea, this! But the fellows thought he ought to come. 
Their almost paternal consideration of him sent a warm surge 
through his body. Good old scouts. But he wasn't sick; he 
was a he-man! 
"Bill Chaptman!" Dr. Spriggs shuffled through a stock of 
record cards. 
"Chaptman here?" Now the doctor knew Bill—by sight. 
He'd seen the touch-down against Green, too. But he was a 
wise doctor, and he knew the difference betwen the gridiron 
and a hospital! 
So wise was he that half an hour later the mighty Bill, like 
King Kong on a leash, raved and spluttered in an upstairs bed 
room. He was surrounded by ogle-eyed freshman patients who 
felt the proximity of such a personage worth a spell of sickness. 
And Bill, always willing to fulfill the expectations of an ever-
insistent public, flexed his mighty muscles and glared, first at 
his absurd abbreviated nightie, and then at the slowly opening 
door. 
Suave and calm, the doctor waved a small bottle at his 
victim. 
"At your leisure, Mr. Chaptman. And get off that floor with 
your bare feet—we don't want you delirious tonight!" 
" M " E ' D E L I R I 0 U S ? H a ! " B i l 1 executed an Indian war dance, 
threw back his head for a whoop. He made a single, blood-
curdling note, and then, like a flecked stab of lightning, a pain 
caught at his throat—one of those traitorous scarlet fever pains 
that split your throat in half and pour melted lead between 
the pieces. 
Bill quit singing, but he never batted an eyelash. The old 
do-or-die spirit of the varsity squad was still going strong. With 
the careful, confident sweep of the veteran forward passer, he 
cupped his rugged knees in a giant hand and literally lifted 
himself into bed! 
"And I'll not be getting delirious, either!" he called after the 
amazed doctor. 
They moved him upstairs that night. At least they started, 
but Bill finished it. He insisted on running the elevator him-
self, and no interne or nurse was man enough to tell him no. 
The doctors were all at home. 
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HEN they got him back to bed again his fever was 101, his 
eyes were bright, and he was demanding a brand new 
football and ten men! But he wasn't delirious, he'd be damned 
if he was. Maybe he wasn't at that. For he wheedled the head 
nurse out of half a box of birthday candy, and, with this sticky 
bribe under his bed covers, went soulfully off to sleep. 
At ten o'clock his fever was 103. The nurse who took his tem-
perature actually had to wake him up. He submitted without 
protest, drank three quarts of water and went back to sleep. 
At eleven o'clock he woke with a thump, tried to stretch, and 
bumped his head! Angered, he reached for the offending ob-
stacle without opening his eyes. It felt rough—and had cracks 
in it! Experimentally he ran his hand along the thing, to deter-
mine its length. He couldn't. Alarmed that his bed should have 
taken on such gigantic proportions, he slowly opened his eyes. 
As he did so he was aware of being intensely cold. And he 
blinked amazedly for an uncomprehending moment as he grad-
ually became aware of his plight. For he was in a tree, just 
outside his hospital room! 
TNSIDE, he could see his vacant bed—warm and inviting. He 
looked shiveringly up and down the branch upon which he 
sat. Even an iced squirrel wouldn't have chosen it for a tem-
porary refuge! His anger rose. This was a trick they had played 
on him. They'd tried to fool him—make him think he was de-
lirious—that's why they'd stuck him in that tree. Well, damn 
'em, he'd stay! He could take it! 
He settled as comfortably as he could, but his knees and 
shoulders were shaking. He began to wish that nature had 
equipped him a little more adequately for this tree-sitting sort 
of thing. He let his leg swing back and forth until it struck a 
lower, smaller branch. Surprising how long and flexible that 
leg was. It felt as though it could wrap itself right around that 
lower limb. 
As though fired by the self-same idea, the toes on the dang-
ling foot turned up and wriggled with glee! And, very delib-
erately, the whole leg began to coil itself around the limb! 
ILL had held the pig-skin behind goal-posts while a multi-
tude chanted his name—and had been thrilled. But all other 
thrills paled before this leg-limb affair! It was as though he 
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had become a mighty octopus with world-circling tentacles— 
and unlimited power! 
Savagely, almost gleefully, he coiled the other leg about the 
main trunk, and with one motion tore the smaller limb from the 
tree and hurled it over the building. He inflated his chest, 
beat a rhythmic tattoo upon it with his fists, and unleashed 
his virgin war song upon the night. This was where he be-
longed. 
And then, very suddenly, he wondered whether it had been 
wise. Perhaps he had made too much noise; maybe he'd better 
investigate. One leg grasped a standpipe on the building, and 
in a moment he was scampering over the hospital roof. Peering 
down from the other side, he decided he ran no danger. After 
all, who dared protest? And if they should, who could follow? 
He took a running start, jumped, and landed lightly on the gable 
roof of the Y. M. C. A. 
TQELIRIOUS! They'd tried to trick him. He'd show'em. Wait 
till they came back to that tree looking for him! 
Possibly there were those that night who saw a barrel-chested 
figure with a split pillow-case tied round its neck galloping over 
the roofs of the venerable structures of learning. For it must 
have hurdled the heads of many when it traveled, hand over 
hand, through the trees from the Y. M. C. A. to the Campanile. 
Like a Greek god it stood poised, for a moment, on the carillon 
tower—and then, its split pillow case fitted like the "wings" of 
a flying squirrel, dove off into the night. 
It was two in the morning when Bill sailed down through the 
trees with his weird collection of weather vanes and shingles! 
He even had a ten-foot section of the broadcasting aerial from 
the college radio station. It had been a great night! 
He'd lost his little split night shirt, but he didn't mind a little 
thing like that! He looked the hospital over. Obviously, the 
front door was the place to enter. 
That was it. Let these chumps know where to get off. He 
tied all his trophies into a bundle and dragged them onto the 
hospital floor with his aerial wire. There was no one at the desk. 
"Such service," tished Bill. Scrawling his name in large, un-
readable letters, he attached the identification to the bundle and 
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set the whole on top of the desk! "There, wait till the fellows 
at the house see that!" 
(T^N THE way upstairs he encountered no one. He paused for 
a moment, puzzled. Perhaps he really should go back to the 
tree. It wasn't such a bad tree! With regret, he thought of the 
branch he had tossed away. But he kept on. 
Outside his door he stopped in amazement—his bed was oc-
cupied! Upset, he looked for the room number. There it was, 
no mistake. Timidly he advanced towards the bed, and as he 
did so the light from the hall shone on the agonized features of 
the man who lay there. Cold sweat poured down his face and 
his joints shook. 
A nurse looked at a thermometer, whispered to a doctor. The 
doctor shook his head. "Delirious!" 
Bill choked. Why hadn't they let him know? Here he was 
dying and they'd put him out in a tree! No, that didn't make 
sense. Here he was—and there—hell, there he was too! But he 
wasn't delirious. Dammit, he didn't get that way, even if he was 
dying. Only sops and sissies who couldn't take it got that way. 
The doctor was whispering to the nurse. 
"If that fever would only break." 
And Bill, listening, knew what he'd have to do. He couldn't 
play around any longer. He'd have to give up this new-found 
freedom—perhaps at the cost of his life—and go back where he 
belonged—back with the other Bill. 
"TLJTERE goes,", he called to the white-robed watchers. But 
they paid him no attention. Into the dying man he went, 
this hardy he-man of the night, whose shoulders smacked of 
blown snow and whose eyes flashed like wintry stars. And the 
figure on the bed stirred and stretched—and opened its eyes. 
The fever was broken. 
But Bill gasped. He hadn't realized that the body into which 
he had plunged so recklessly would be so hot. The tremendous 
heat swirled in waves over him, battered at his cool but tired 
brain. 
He saw the doctor bend low over his hot face. "He'll live, but 
he's still delirious." 
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"The hell I am," shouted Bill. "Listen, I'm a he-man, I can 
take it, I can—!" 
The doctor smiled. He hadn't heard the twisted voice that 
trailed off in agony. Gently he patted the hot shoulder, and as 
he turned away, smiled again at the nurse. 
Creamery Fever 
(With apologies to Mr. Masefield) 
By Boyd M. Hakes 
I Must go down to the plant again, to that 
place of ceaseless din, 
And all I ask is some good, sweet cream, and a 
churn to churn her in, 
And the wheels' click, and the motor's hum, 
and the white churns' shaking, 
And the yellow specks upon the "spy" when at 
last the butter's breaking. 
I must go down to the plant again, for the 
call of the "cream run" 
Is a steady call, a clear call, when once 
it is begun; 
And all I ask is a busy day, with the 
cream cans rolling in, 
The smell of cream, the blow of steam, 
All part of the merry din. 
I must go down to the plant again, to that 
hard and busy strife, 
To the wet floors and the damp air, where one 
works to maintain his life; 
And all I ask is a "tall, tall" tale, from some 
jolly farmer friend, 
And a quiet home, and refreshing sleep, at the 
hard day's end. 
